CHAPTER     SEVENTEEN

voice and pain in her eyes. She seemed to be droop-
ing with an intense fatigue.

As though the words were being forced from my
lips I said:

Myseif; Why are you divorcing him?

She; I had an hunting accident.

I looked at her. Her head was bent very low.

Myself: I don't understand.

She: I can't have any children.

Myself; Oh - God!

Through the crazy, drunken melodies I listened
to her tale. Her husband worshipped children.
They had only just been married when she was
thrown from her horse. Three days ago, in New
York, the doctors had told her that she would never
bear a child. Quietly, she packed her things, and
came down here. She had spent the morning with a
lawyer. She loved her husband with all her heart.

Women of America^ I salute you.
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